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A Note From the Editors 


Kelvin, 


Welcome to version 2.0 of our beloved Valentine's 
Day issue (which I feel similarly about to what you 
might expect from a mother towards her child)! Pm 
so proud of all of the heart and integrity of the 
writing in this edition of The Paperclip. 


We've been running a little late on this issue 
(Covid logistics, man...) for which you have my 
many apologies, but I hope you'll give our belated 
Valentine's Day wishes a chance anyway! 


I want to give a massive shoutout to Martina for 
all the recruiting she did for this issue, and to all of 
our new contributors, we're so thrilled to have you! 
Additionally, I have to offer my gratitude, as always, 
to Amy, who keeps me sane and on track, and Mr. 
Burdeniuk, Mr. Gregory, and Mr. Young for all their 
guidance and each of their roles in our process. We 
couldn't do it without you! 


Happy Valentine's Day, Kelvin. I hope this issue 
provides a little bit of relief from some of that Covid- 
induced loneliness so many of us are feeling this 
holiday. 


XOXO 


Lydia Venema 


Hého, Kelvin! 


Dear Kelvin, 


We bring you love, laughs and literature once again 
this year with our Valentine's Day issue. I want 
to issue a personal “thank you” to everyone who 
allowed us publish a piece of their hearts and minds 
in this issue once more (especially the berated IB kids 
who, characteristically, handed them in at 11:59 on 
the due date). 


I hope you all find something, anything in this issue 
that resonates with you and how you feel at the 
moment; something to warm your heart the way 
these submissions did mine as they came flooding in 
last week. We've poured a lot of love into this issue; I 
hope it is able to translate to you. 


With love, 


Amy Kong 


We are beyond excited to present you with this year’s Valentine's Day issue (albeit a bit late.. but is it ever too late 
to spread some love?)! We were pleasantly surprised with the amount of submissions we received from students 
in all grades. It was so nice to see that people are still finding ways to spread love and joy during this time when 
we aren't able to see our loved ones face to face. You'll find a look at how Kelvin is celebrating western Canada’s 
largest winter festival music to give you warm and fuzzy feelings (or to cry to... depends on the day), and love letters 
galore! For those hoping to help out, please join our Google Classroom; code opzh4mn! Happy reading! 


Martina Barclay 
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World Issues 


Black History Month 


by Damelle Somack 


If you're like most Canadians, you've probably heard of John 
Cabot, Samuel de Champlain and John A. Macdonald. These 
men are some of the most distinct and recognizable historical 
figures mentioned in our current history textbooks. There isn’t 
a book on Canadian history since Confederation that hasn't 
mentioned their names. And this is justified, as these French 
and British men, and many others like them, were highly 
influential in the formation of Canada. Only, they weren’t the 
only historical figures to make a difference in our country's 
history. People of all races and genders have played a powerful 
role in the development of the diverse multicultural country 
we live in today. But unlike many of the famed European men, 
whose influence is recognized and documented in abundance, 
people of different races and genders have received a lot less 
recognition for their achievements. 


You may have heard of Viola Desmond, the first Canadian 
woman to appear on our ten-dollar bill for taking a stand 
against 40s segregation, but how much do you know about 
the other black Canadians who have made and continue to 
make a difference in our country? 


Perhaps you know who Mathieu da Gosta was. Or maybe not. 
He was the first recorded black person to set foot on the land 
now called Canada. He traveled with Samuel de Champlain 
and arrived in Nova Scotia around 1608 as a translator for the 
French explorer Pierre Dugua. 


Black people and their communities have been shaping 
Canada's heritage and identity ever since da Costa's arrival. 
After the American Revolution, black loyalists came to 
Canada in the thousands and settled in the Maritimes. 
Soldiers of African descent made sacrifices in many wars 
fought on Canadian soil, including the War of 1812, and 
overseas in World War 1 and 2. Black Canadians stood up 
against racial inequality for decades, even if taking a stand 
meant being arrested for sitting in the Whites-only section of a 
movie theatre. On June 25, 1968, Lincoln Alexander became 
Canada's first black Member of Parliament after 100 years 
since the first Canadian Parliament. But of course, that's 


not even scratching the surface of black involvement in 
Canadian history. Or how much of it isn't taught today 
or even mentioned. Of all the contributions made to 
our society over the past few centuries, those of black 
Canadians are some of the most overlooked, even today. 


February is Black History Month: a time for reflecting on 
Canada's entire history, with focus on black Canadians and 
their stories. Black History Month is important because 
it's about making a conscious effort to acknowledge and 
honour the enormous contributions that black people have 
made and continue to make in our nation. Black History 
Month exists to dismantle the institutionalized celebration 
and bias towards people of European ancestry, including 
the more obvious example of the lack of representation 
seen in history textbooks. 


Racial bias is very prevalent in how historians failed to 
acknowledge some of our country’s most vital stories and 
people for generations, people who are no less important 
than Sir Isaac Brock or William Hull. Black History Month 
is about the desire to work towards a better Canada. A 
Canada where we tell the stories of all. A Canada where 
we don’t need a designated month to celebrate black 
history. 


Sources: 


Campbell, Adina. “Black History Month: What Is It and Why Does 
It Matter?” BBC News, BBC, 21 Oct. 2020, www.bbc.com/news/ 
explainers-54522248. 

Desmond-Harris, Jenée. “Why We Don’t Have White 

History Month.” Vox, Vox, 7 Feb. 2017, www.vox.com/ 
identities/2017/2/7/ 14503 144/white-history-month-black-history- 
month-white-pride-nationalism-racism. 

Heritage, Canadian. Government of Canada. | Feb. 2021, www. 
canada.ca/en/canadian-heritage/campaigns/black-history-month/ 
black-canadians.html. 

Heritage, Canadian. “Government of Canada.” Canada.ca, / 
Gouvernement Du Canada, | Feb. 2021, www.canada.ca/en/ 
canadian-heritage/campaigns/black-history-month/about.html. 
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Health in the Pandemic 


by Sam Lamont 


Since last March, clubs, sports teams, competitions, and 
other activities have been put on hold around the pandemic. 
Disrupting extracurriculars has impacted the physical and 
social health of many students, being a central part of their 
lives. 


In many ways this temporary shift has been negative, since 
there's less routine keeping people moving and many places 
are closed. Other pandemic-induced changes may have also 
hindered motivation, further increasing the challenge of 
staying healthy. 


Although there are definite drawbacks, the shift has brought 
some positive effects. Å group at the University of Manitoba 
surveyed over 1,000 Canadians, and outlined common 
“silver linings”, such as feeling less time-constrained, and 
a greater appreciation for things of importance. As well 
as indirect benefits to well-being like reduced anxiety and 
increased gratitude relating to overall welfare, the survey 
highlights improved sanitation in public spaces, which 
directly promotes physical health. 


While silver linings are encouraging, many Canadians have 
yet to find that source of hope. One local effort taken towards 
maintaining health in the pandemic is the emergence of 
Kelvin’s Fitness Club, founded by Arnav Satish Sindhoor 
upon remembering the community that worked out 
together at the Active Living Centre. The group fosters 
and encourages individuals’ fitness goals in its once-a-week 
meetings, as well as discussing physical health-related topics 
in general. Ms. Gysel, who moderates the group, believes it 
has been successful in creating an environment for people to 
talk openly about fitness, and in keeping people healthy--- 
both physically and socially. Students can join the group on 
Google Classroom using the code c6scgmo. 


Ultimately, wearing masks, staying home when possible, 
and otherwise being socially distant, are the most important 
things we can do for our physical and social health. 


These past few months have threatened the well-being of 
many people, and the “light at the end of the tunnel” won’t 
change that. We can, however, choose to cultivate hope 
through action; pursuing measures that enable us to safely 
engage with our lives, and help the lives of others. 
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It's a New Day in America 


by Lydia Venema 


“It's a new day in America.” 


Those were the first words President Biden tweeted on the 
morning of his January 20th inauguration. 


On his first day in office, President Biden passed 17 
executive orders, many directly in opposition to what 
President Trump and his supporters considered the former 
president's greatest accomplishments. Among other feats, 
President Biden has implemented a mask mandate on 
federal property, ceased the entry ban on citizens of seven 
Muslim majority countries and the construction of the 
wall at the US-Mexico border, rejoined the Paris Climate 
Agreement, and canceled the Keystone XL pipeline. 


The 46th President of the United States has proved 
himself a man of his word on the issue of protecting 
LGB'TO+ rights: he has restored the right of transgender 
Americans to enlist in the military and implemented an 
order protecting Americans from workplace discrimination 
on the basis of sexual orientation or gender identity. 


On the Covid front, President Biden has introduced 

a 1.9 trillion dollar relief package, which would give 
$1400 cheques to individuals, safely reopen elementary 
schools, and enact a national, free vaccination program. 
Additionally, The President has continued to pledge the 
$15/hour minimum wage that progressives like Senator 
Bernie Sanders and the progressive representatives who 
make up the “Squad” have been promoting. Meanwhile, 
the official GOP ‘Twitter account has claimed а $15 
universal minimum wage would cost the American 
economy “1.4 million jobs”. 


Biden has taken the reins of divided America: one where 
leftist Democrats who supported Sanders or Warren in the 
primaries are content that Biden is keeping to his more 
left-wing promises, and are committed to continuing to 
hold him accountable. Whereas extreme-right Republicans, 


like those who stormed the Capitol on January 6th, and the 
politicians who represent them, like freshman members of 
congress Majorie ‘Taylor Greene and Madison Cawthorn 
are furious and still fighting the legitimacy (albeit without 
any concrete proof) of Biden’s win and subsequent 
inauguration. 


The poet Amanda Gorman summed up the attitude of 
Biden and his Democratic supporters in her inaugural 
work “The НШ We Climb”: “[w]e will rebuild, reconcile 
and recover. And every known nook of our nation and 
every corner called our country, our people diverse and 
beautiful will emerge, battered and beautiful. When day 
comes we step out of the shade, aflame and unafraid, the 
new dawn blooms as we free it. For there is always light, 
if only we’re brave enough to see it. If only we’re brave 
enough to be it.” 


Sources: 


Bradner, Eric, and Klein, Betsy. “Biden ‘Targets Trump’s Legacy with 
First-Day Executive Actions.” CNN, Cable News Network, 21 Jan. 
2021, www.cnn.com/2021/01/20/politics/executive-actions-biden/ 
index.html. 

Foussaines, Chloe. “Amanda Gorman’s Poem Stole the Show at the 
Inauguration. Read It Again Here.” Town & Country, 22 Jan. 2021, 
www.townandcountrymag.com/society/politics/a35279603/amanda- 
gorman-inauguration-poem-the-hill-we-climb-transcript/. 

“Executive Order on Preventing and Combating Discrimination on the 
Basis of Gender Identity or Sexual Orientation.” The White House, 
The United States Government, 21 Jan. 2021, www.whitehouse.gov/ 
briefing-room/presidential-actions/2021/01/20/executive-order- 
preventing-and-combating-discrimination-on-basis-of-gender-identity- 
or-sexual-orientation/. 

“President Biden Announces American Rescue Plan.” The White 
House, The United States Government, 29 Jan. 2021, www.whitehouse. 
gov/ briefing-room/legislation/2021/01/20/president-biden- 
announces-american-rescue-plan/. 

@GOP. “Pres. Biden's $15 government-imposed one-size-fits-all wage 
mandate would cost 1.4 million jobs & increase our nation's deficit by 
$54 billion over 10 years.” Twitter, 13 Feb. 2021, 2:29 p.m., 

https: / /twitter.com/GOP/status/1360687442886549506 

@JoeBiden. “It’s а new day in America.” Twitter, 20 Jan. 2021, 8:20 
a.m., https: / /twitter.com/JoeBiden/status/1351897267666608129 
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A Brief History of Festival du Voyageur 


by Martina Barclay 


When you grow up in a French immersion school, celebrating 
Festival du Voyageur is a given. Walk into an elementary 
school in February and you won't be hard pressed to find 
flannels, a ceinture flechée and even some beards painted on 
the faces of boys and girls alike. It’s a tradition to celebrate 
Francophonie around Canada, however few, if any, come 
close to the grandeur of Festival du Voyageur in Manitoba, 
the largest winter carnival in western Canada. 


With the idea first coming to lightin 1967, it took three years 
for the first Festival du Voyageur to gain full approval from 
the City of Saint-Boniface. Lasting four days instead of its 
current ten, the original celebration featured a walk down 
Provencher Boulevard and the Voyageur Trading Post. 
After being tasked with promoting the event, Georges Forest 
and his wife dressed as voyageurs, beginning the traditional 
image of Voyageur attire. Since then, despite financial 
trouble in the early 2000's, Festival du Voyageur reported an 
economic impact of 12.9 million dollars in 2011, accepting 
up to 97,000 visitors in the following years. Not only does 
Festival du Voyageur greatly impact the economy, it stands 
as an iconic, beloved cultural event, one held near and dear 
to the hearts of countless Manitobans. 


In the 1800%, voyageurs were often known as coureurs des 
bois — traders responsible for transporting goods but who 
generally were forbidden to trade on their own. These 
traders were considered ‘outlaws’ of sorts following the 
trading license system put into effect in 1681. The story 
of the trademark voyageurs that come to mind during 
Manitobans’ annual festivities began in January of 1810, 
when Colin Robertson wrote to the Hudson's Bay Company 
to encourage them to hire French-Canadian voyageurs to 
travel to the Athabasca region (now Alberta) for fur-trading. 
This suggestion came due to the growing need for furs and 
the expansion of a competitor company — the Northwest 
Company. The Hudson's Bay Company felt that it could no 
longer count on current suppliers and would need to hire 
Voyageurs to bring in more fur — which is what it did in 
1815, five years after Robertson's original proposal. 


The Métis and French-Canadian people in Canada's 
history had a very close relationship, though at times there 


were conflicts. Prior to 1821, the French-Canadians held 
the majority of the fur trading jobs, however following 
the amalgamation of the Northwest and Hudson's Bay 
Company, the Métis people held the majority of the fur- 
trading positions. Jean-Louis Riel — father of Louis Riel — 
brought together hundreds of Métis people to rally behind 
the Métis defendants against the Hudson's Bay Company 
in the 1849 Sayer trial which re-established free fur trade in 
the Red River Colony. His leadership had a snowball effect, 
making him the leader of the French-Canadian people 
throughout the 1850's, having the French language used 
in Assiniboia courts, increasing Métis representation, and 
influencing his son, Louis Riel, the most influential Métis 
leader in Manitoba’s history. 


Beyond the history of the French-Canadian and the Métis, 
Festival du Voyageur has become a time of year for people 
to come together in song and dance, with delicious food and 
time spent enjoying the outdoors. In a city renowned for its 
cold winters, Festival du Voyageur is an incredible way to 
view Winnipeg at one of its finest times of year. Though 
the school cannot visit Festival this year, in an effort to 
bring some school spirit and celebrate the French culture, 
Festival du Voyageur activities are being held throughout 
the entire month of February! On February 11th, the Grade 
9 scavenger hunt began, along with Voyageur themed 
quizzes. A bannock cooking challenge and ‘missing lyrics’ 
with traditional Voyageur songs are more challenges to 
look forward to! Ballots for the song and scavenger hunt 
challenges can be found by the ballot box by the office, and 
festivities will continue until March 2nd. Hého, Kelvin! 


Sources: 


Foster, John, and Suzanne Gousse. “Voyageurs.” The Canadian 
Encyclopedia, 7 June 2007, www.thecanadianencyclopedia.ca/en/ 
article/ voyageur. 

“Our People: The Métis and French Canadians.” Metis Museum 
Canada. 

“History.” Festival Du Voyageur, Festival Du Voyageur Inc., 2020, heho. 
ca/en/about-us/history/. 

Toussaint, Isméne, and Heather Conn. “Jean-Louis Riel.” The 
Canadian Encyclopedia, 2 Feb. 2019, www.thecanadianencyclopedia. 
ca/en/article/jean-louis-riel. 

Englebert, Robert. “Manitoba History: Diverging Identities and 
Converging Interests.” Manitoba Historical Society, Manitoba 
Historical Society, 2007, www.mhs.mb.ca/docs/mb_history/55/ 
divergingidentities.shtml 
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Fashion in the Time of Corona: 


A 2021 Style Report 


by Lydia Venema 


The world of fashion has always enchanted me. I started 
playing dress-up before I could walk or talk, at age two 
I was parading around in my aunt's far too big “lady 
shoes” (the title I gave high heels). At six or seven I 
began religiously watching ‘lookbook’ and haul videos on 
YouTube. I co-own a thrift account on Instagram, and ГІЇ 
admit, I treat the most casual of days as a fashion show; 
I can count on one hand the number of times I've worn 
sweatpants to school. In fact, the first-ever article I wrote 
for The Paperclip, when I was in grade 9, was a fashion 
article about the 2018 Met Gala. 


I've been curious about how the Covid-19 pandemic has 
changed the culture of fashion and the attitudes of those 
majorly invested in it - beyond the obvious adaptations 
like runway shows put on for a virtual audience, and the 
great shift to online shopping with the closure of malls 
and other major retailers. So, equipped with my good oP 
knock-off Gucci handbag that I thrifted for five dollars, I 
set out to find some fashion experts and the answer to this 
question: 


what does the world of fashion look like as we begin the 
Spring/Summer 2021 style season? 


You cannot accurately talk about fashion in 2021 without 
giving a nod to the great-big-and-still-growing world of 
thrifting and reselling. Carved from the recent push for 
sustainable and conscious consumption, and undoubtedly 
fuelled by the lack of in-person shopping in the past year, 
the world of reselling curated, second-hand clothing on 
apps like Depop and Instagram is absolutely booming. 
Questions of ethics and efficacy have arisen. 


I spoke to thrift experts and Instagram business owners 
Sofia Friesen and Roxanne Kirshner for some answers. 


One of these major questions concerning Gen Z as of late: 
is thrifting becoming the new means of gentrification? 


Passionate on the issue, Friesen explained her take, “with the 
rise of thrifting, chains like Value Village are now capitalizing 
off of young wealthy peoples’ money, driving up prices (which 
resellers will increase even more on their accounts) and taking 
away these clothes from low-income people, for whom thrifting 
is sometimes the only affordable option. Now the prices are 
comparable to those at a mall. These reselling accounts are 
not inherently bad, especially if you’re simply selling your old 
clothes you already had in your closet. But if you’re going to 
the thrift store and buying clothes solely for the purpose of 
reselling them for 2 to 3 times the price, the issues of classism 
and gentrification becomes much more of a problem.” 


Kirshner felt similarly, “Ethically, reselling is a very complex 
and layered issue. The reselling of an occasional gem is not the 
root of the issue. There should be a distinction between the 
reselling of a particular good, say it be designer, and middle- 
upper class people ransacking thrift stores designed for lower- 
income people, causing a slow price increase and reducing the 
accessibility that these stores once provided.” She believes the 
ethical concerns of the thrifting revolution run deeper than 
the rising prices, adding “there are classist implications of 
middle-upper class folks wearing and being praised for the 
same clothing that lower-income folks were once shamed for.” 
But it’s not so simple as ‘rich people, stop thrifting’, Kirshner 
amended that “[it] is not to say you shouldn’t thrift if you 
have the choice (not to). ‘There is a surplus of clothing waste 
that we can help reduce by everyone buying second-hand in 
a reasonable way.” She concluded with another nuance: with 
the immense job loss experienced during the pandemic, for 
some, reselling has become the only way to make an income. 


Following my thrifting expedition, I corresponded with 
Winnipeg-based stylist, Hayden DeJong, whose work has been 
featured on acclaimed fashion critic Luke Meagher a.k.a. 
HauteLeMode’s YouTube channel, boasts over 800k+ views 
on TikTok and has been noticed by Vogue (he also happens to 
be my second cousin) to learn about how high-end fashion has 
changed in the past year. 


Arts & Culture 


When asked about how designers are adapting to the 
culture of 2021 and everything it symbolizes, including the 
pandemic and the loss of in-person runway season, DeJong 
pointed me in the direction of French brand Maison 
Margiela. "[They are] making these videos on YouTube 
called “swalk” (sealed with a loving kiss),” in lieu of shows. 
“These videos are complementary to their collections and 
are about an hour-long edit of the behind-the-scenes process 
(of the clothing).” DeJong also recommended New York- 
based Pyer Moss as a brand to watch, “every collection talks 
about African American arts and culture, and I feel like with 
where America is at right now, it’s a super relevant brand.” 


As far as trend prediction goes, Kirshner emphasizes the 
colour brown (see: TikTok videos of teens dyeing entire 
loads of laundry different brown tones, from taupe to deep 
chocolate). Necessary nods must also be given to early-2000s 
style tops, embellished with rhinestones, bold graphics, and 
text in swirly fonts, sage green, low rise jeans and trousers, 
animal print, and leather trench coats and blazers, all 
carrying over in popularity from last year. The latter two fit 
perfectly with a rise in popularity noted by DeJong for the 
rock/punk aesthetic (get out your flared pants and heeled 
boots!). 


In a time where we're stuck at home, the natural approach 
for a good chunk of the population is to stay in their pajamas 
all day. For weeks at a time. But, for “fashion people”, the 
pandemic has only highlighted the importance of getting 
dressed up for self-expression and self-care. Kirshner 
explained clothing as “integral” to these ideas, “Although 
‘clothes’ aren’t for everybody, fashion presents itself as 
art and culture and composition. It is so important to feel 
good about how you present yourself to the world.” Even 
when the world we are presenting ourselves to is limited to 
those we live with, Kirshner argues this idea of dressing to 
reflect your feelings and to make those feelings positive 1s 
still relevant. “Fashion can be done in complete solitude. It’s 
exciting to be able to feel like you can get dressed and be a 


real person,” (as opposed to faceless beings hidden behind 
masks, stumbling through our daily obligations without 
the joys of socializing and events to look forward to). “The 
confidence exists with or without people around.” An idea 
of DeJong’s builds on this interpretation of fashion as a 
cure for the isolation blues, “fashion creators carry another 
burden in these times, to make their shows relevant and 
relatable. An example of this is Prada’s recent release of 
wool skin-tight bodysuits for men, co-designed with Raf 
Simmons. These bodysuits are designed to represent human 
touch and intimacy, with their tight-fitted silhouette, while 
people are stuck inside their homes, lonely as ever, lacking 
connection.” 


Kirshner summed up how fashion can keep us going during 
these times when we don’t know what tomorrow will look 
like, let alone next year: “fashion is a constant. Fashion is 
something you can always look forward to.” 
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To Kelvin, With Love 


To the Future 


by Amy Kong 


Remember when? 


When the sun kissed our faces and we could gather in public 
spaces and we could feel another's embraces? 


When there was little fear out the door and no restrictions 
to ignore (you'd better not be!) and the only thing I dreaded 
was how after track my legs would be sore. Now, that is all I 
could wish for. 


Dream a little dream with me; just this once, not too much. 
Just enough to remember the gold, the sparkly, the shiny; just 
enough to see beyond the mauve, to feel more than grey. 


‘Take a number, it’s as good as any (I can assure you they're 
sanitized and ready), and take a step out and away into the 
parallel lines of our universe’s way. Hold onto that number; 
it is a light, not because it illuminates or glows, but because 
it will suggest when you have fallen too far, and it is time to 
return home. 


I must say before we embark, that all resultant sighs and 
cries and serotonin highs are not a spark. Though we will 
promptly glide from the forest of unclarity and disparity into 
the river of wonder and what-if} I urge you not to set yourself 
adrift. It will be a long while before these cloudy dreams 
come to fruition, but hesitate not to probe your imagination. 


In the sky, the shade reflects the water; perhaps against the 
lonian Sea or its Adriatic daughter. The air is fresh and 
fragrant and floral, attributed to the bounteous labours of 
artisans that line the cobblestone streets and garden hues that 
you must promenade along; 1t is only moral. 


Ascension into mountainous altitudes takes your breath 
away in exchange for a granola attitude. From the plateaus 
of Venezuela to the falls of Victoria, the Swiss Alps and the 
ruins in Peru, as per the von Trapps, you bid sea level-folk 
adieu. Whoever claims to be grounded but has yet to witness 
the world above the clouds knows not of the extent to which 
their earthly roots twist and bound. 


At midnight hour, you would expect streets to be deserted, 
but the city of lights gloriously contradicts what your mind 
asserted. Your face mirrors the multicoloured metropolis as 
you wade through the crowds (more like tumble), so much 
so that you find it odd how such exuberant radiance is 
colloquialized as a concrete jungle. 


The window panes are the indicator that up ahead is rainy 
weather. You don your coziest knits, the colour as rich as your 
brew of the Brits, and curl up in front of the fireplace with 
the view, gazing at the friendly town that no longer seems new. 
Umbrella in one hand, intention in the other, you venture down 
the storybook streets to enter the home of published authors. The 
creak of ancient oak floors and the age of their literate coniferous 
siblings compels you to return time and time again to spend at 
least a few shillings. 


My mind hops on planes and wanders, perhaps on the back of 
a Moroccan camel or through Pamukkale's waters. We know 
of our five major senses but rarely do we ever discuss how they 
collaborate to illustrate our past, present and future tenses. 
Most of what I would love to know has yet to emerge past my 
imagination’s circular flow, yet, I can see what I cannot feel, I 
can hear what I have never seen, and I can taste what I have 
never known, for the combination of adventure and imagination 
is sufficient persuasion to solve the equation of “what kind of 
world is it imperative for me to see?” given all of the unknowns. 


Despite my ambitions to run out the door, it is naive to think 
that the grass will always be greener in the world beyond our 
native 204; there are beaches to splash about until even the sun's 
rays have given out; spring afternoons in Assiniboine Park where 
frisbees will be tossed and bonfires to be lit when the sky goes 
dark; roads to get lost on while blasting BØRNS (though Heaven 
forbid it be the perimeter in a snowstorm); scorching 6-hour days 
at the outdoor track where the smell of hot rubber and 800-metre 
races make you wonder if you are dehydrated or if your legs have 
decided to hit back; a stage to cross where that piece of paper is 
handed to you and Ecology will no longer be a pertinent issue. 


I hope you still have that number, for you have been recalled 
to the present. I hope you found solace in my mind paintings, 
though if you did not, I will lend you my pigments to create your 
own figments. I hope to try and explore and mis-taken, as I never 
quite understood the concept of a road not taken. I hope for my 
love for the future to extend beyond myself and for it to have a 
home in all of the corners of the Earth that I have the ability to 
reach. I hope for so much more than I can even know. I hope for 
more than I will ever know. 


I hope. 
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Phila 


by Sam Lamont 


The sun strides past the horizon in a fatigued triumph. Our 
journey through framed memories are as brightly lit as the 
yellow-painted stairs we came from. 


The world dances as our fingertips harmoniously allure 
melodies from the moment, just as it leaps among the barren 
secluded greys. 


Sometimes we are more spontaneous, detaching from the 
crowd into varying discussions, or rising up into the water 
below when we feel like it. 


Other times, the world drowns in calculated floods. 
Fortunately, our laughter shields us greater than the armour 
we can construct by the water.. 


We overcome the parching summer propelling ourselves 
through callisthenics, with you adjusting my stance to 
ascend through challenge. 


We rise united, pursuing distant dreams with relentless 
hope. The sky rains light upon our caffeinated aspirations. 


Springing into the air, we caress a lack of gravity. Returning 
to the ground, our actions turn to addressing the events 
around us. 


Which you do admirably: de la connexion par le coup 
de pied énergique d'une balle, to sincerity, and a virtuous 
capacity for joy. 


In every moment, your presence radiates familiarity. A 
restfulness found amongst the sleep-rejected nights as well 
as in slinking into your furniture. 


Simultaneously, there are no moments between us. Time is 
suspended while I immerse myself in being with you. 


When together, we embrace chilling discomfort with 
warming company, building each other fire escapes that let 
us climb higher. 


From here, we gaze out on a horizon coloured with 
possibility. Love draws wonder across the sky in invisible ink 
apparent only to us. 


Art by Jhamela Abainza 
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To Winnipeg 


by Martina Barclay 


I hear a lot of negatwe talk about living in Winnipeg, so here’s my take on this city we call home. Sometimes you just need to look at it in a different way. 
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Love From a Distance 
by A. Christie 


A pandemic has ripped each other apart. Confined to our 
households, dreaming of days past where we could hug 
freely, where we could be as close together as we wanted 
to. Oh, what a privilege that was, and oh how long ago 
that seems to be. This valentine’s day is different. There 
are no exchanging of hugs or kisses, no sharing a singular 
plate of spaghetti, (like in that one movie) and looking 
away as you both eat the same noodle and ending up 
smooching on the lips. No, this Valentine's day is filled 
with socially distanced waves and sweet texts because 
letters are so last century. However, though this pandemic 
hits us all hard, remember that love isn’t confined to kisses 
and holding hands, no, there are many ways we can show 
our loved ones some love. In fact, there are five love 
languages that exist, and no, one of them isn't French 
or Spanish. We'll have to cut one out though, Physical 
touch, for very obvious reasons. So I present to you four of 
the five love languages you can do for someone you love 
this valentine’s day. 


Words of Affirmation 


Yes, you read that correctly, our words can show those 
we love how much we really do love them. From poetry 
to songs, to long, sappy texts, humans have always used 
words to convey our affection for others. So this Valentine's 
Day, maybe take the time to write your loved ones a 
card or (yes, this seems like a stretch) letters. It doesn’t 
have to be Shakespearean but do make it heartfelt. Our 
words have a way of reaching those we care for when we 
physically can't. So take out that pen and paper (or phone 
if you truly don't want to go through all that hassle) and 
send those you love a word or two of encouragement and 
affection. 


Quality Time 


Though quality time with those we love can be especially 
hard to come around these days, we can still spend some 
time together! For those in your household, show them 


you care by watching a movie, cooking or having long 
chats together. And for others, we can still spend time 
together even if it’s virtually. Get on that device and have 
a call or video chat with those closest to you. 


Gifts 


Ah yes, the quite obvious exchanging of Valentine’s day 
gifts. And no it doesn’t have to be a heart-filled, teddy bear, 
Hallmark gift exchange extravaganza. As the overused 
saying goes, it’s the thought that counts. So maybe you’d 
like to bake that special someone a batch of cookies or buy 
them that book they’ve been wanting to read, or even a 
drawing you made, any gift is a good gift. 


Acts of Service 


Acts of service might seem like a new phrase to you in 
the world of lovey-dovey-ness, but it’s more common than 
it seems and similar to gifts, it’s just as sweet. In simpler 
terms, acts of service can be giving up some of your 
time by doing something for someone you know they’d 
appreciate. From going out of your way to finishing some 
chores they don’t like doing, to doing an errand for them 
to watering their plants, showing your care for someone 
by using your time and energy is a sure-fire way to show 
them your love! 


And those, everyone, are some ways we can show our 
never-ending care for those we love! This pandemic is 
hard, it’s been tiring and frustrating and we all just want 
to give all our friends a big hug. That day will come and 
until then, continue to be grateful for the times when you 
could spend time with them. I for sure will never take my 
loved ones for granted. With that, have some Valentine’s 
day treats, watch a really sappy rom-com (I recommend 
You Got Mail) and of course, please be mindful of the 
impact you have on the safety and wellbeing of yourself 
and others. Happy Valentine’s day! 
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Valentine's Day Playlists 


curated by Amy Kong 


Jor the chase after them at the elevator, running into their arms at the — for the moment when time has run its course 


атрот, tell all of your best friends type of love 
Green Light - Lorde 

Paper Rings - Taylor Swift 

I Think He Knows - Taylor Swift 

It’s Not Living (If It's Not With You) - The 1975 
Lose My Mind - Dean Lewis 

Sleeping With A Friend - Neon Trees 
magic - Wrabel 

The Next Time We Wed - The Fratellis 
Summer Thing - Josh Tobias 

One More Weekend - Maude Latour 
Rosie - John Mayer 


Jor the type of love that moves you in slow motion... 
18 - One Direction 

You Are in Love - Taylor Swift 

Falling Like The Stars - James Arthur 

Kiss Me - Ed Sheeran 


Everything 1 Own - Bread 

Somebody Else - The 1975 

it’s time to go - Taylor Swift 

Be Alright - Dean Lewis 

Гт with You - Vance Joy 

The Story Never Ends - Lauv 

the 1 - Taylor Swift 

Already Gone - Blue Rodeo 

A Soulmate Who Wasn't Meant to Be - Jess Benko 
For The Last Time - Dean Lewis 

Trying to Get to Heaven - Bob Dylan 
First Love Never Lasts - Kira Kosarin 
Never Not - Lauv 

I Was Just Leaving - Ryan Montbleau 
Perfect Blue Buildings - Counting Crows 
Younger - Kevin McHale 


Jor when your heart is knocking, but no one is answering the door 


My Arms Were Always Around You - Peter Bradley Adams 


Hey Lovely - Chance Pena 
Lover - Taylor Swift 

Real Estate - Adam Melchor 
Into the Mystic - Van Morrison 
Something - The Beatles 
Sweetest Thing - Allman Brown 


Enchanted - Taylor Swift 


august - Taylor Swift 

You Belong With Me - Taylor Swift 

I Want To Be With You - chloe moriondo 
Pancakes for Dinner - Lizzy McAlpine 

Chasing Pavements - Adele 

We're Not Just Friends - Parks, Squares and Alleys 
The Lourve - Lorde 
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Opening Up to a New Sense of Love: A’zaagin 


by Sarah Fontaine-Sinclair 


It was a hot summer day, with people laughing together, 
sharing stories, and eating food. The backyard was crowd- 
ed with people, gathered close to a man telling a story 
about a baby. The baby was nearby, cradled in the arms of 
her mother, with rosy cheeks and a lacy bonnet. 


That baby was me. 


“This is the story about her name,” the man said. 

The story was of a vision he had, of being transported to 
a beautiful mountain and lake, with animals traveling from 
all directions to come and witness light dancing on the 
water. 


“When I looked into that light,” the man said, ‘I saw her 
eyes.” 


When indigenous people enter the world, we have names 
that explain who we are and where we come from. These 
names are given by elders who journey through visions 
and dreams to find these names. When these names are 
spoken, it is said that the universe can see our faces clearly 
for the first time. 


On this day, I was given the name of Nimigienibense, 

the “little light dancing on the water,” by an elder named 

Dale Missiabit—but to me, he’s just Uncle Dale. Later, as I 
grew, he adjusted the name to Nirmizhinibekwe: The light 
dancing on the water woman. 


Since receiving that name I have tried to understand what 
it meant. Part of this is found in my deep connection and 
commitment to water and the actual place Uncle Dale saw 
in the dream; a mountain called “Sleeping Giant” near 
Thunder Bay, Ontario. 


A few summers ago, I was able to visit this beautiful place. 
I remember feeling an immense sense of love. I recall 
seeing the shining sun, the muddy earth, and the reflec- 


tions off the water. It was almost like my heart was being 
opened as I looked out. In that moment, I was so grateful 
for Uncle Dale and that beautiful name. I felt accepted, 
acknowledged, and grateful I knew my identity. 

You see, love in indigenous communities is called A”zaagin, 
which means in English “You open me.” Love in Anishi- 
naabe communities isn't just buying a box of chocolates or 
a stuffed animal for a crush. A°zaagin is listening to others 
even if what they say doesn’t match your own beliefs, 
K”zaagin is making time to listen to the stories of elders, 
K”zaagin is taking саге of your neighbour's child. K’zaagin 
is about love felt in all parts of your body, mind, heart, and 
spirit; it’s truth gained from understanding and listening. 


K”zaagin is also an essential part of our ceremonies because 
they are about healing and letting go of the hard things we 
have experienced so we can move on and walk forward. 
We have to be able to listen to one another to understand 
what others need. We need to be able to love one another, 
no matter what we have gone through and what mistakes 
we have made. This is hardly easy, but crucial to find ways 
to include everyone so the entire community feels safe and 
respected. 


Now in my life, K”zaagin is essential for understanding my 
identity. I have to be able to love all parts of my identity to 
understand it. I have to be able to love the sparkling water 
to be able to protect and advocate for it from the oils and 
pollution that it is exposed to every single day. I have to be 
able to love the earth to feel connected to it in ceremony. 

I have to be able to listen to others” perspectives so that I 
can help people understand why the earth and water are so 
important to me and for the next generations that will walk 
on this earth. 


Why is A”zaagin important to everyone else though, you 
ask. Well, 1t helps us all comprehend one another in 
respectful ways without shutting others down. The word 
reminds us that love is created via the bonds, gifts, and 
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commitments we make; it’s in our relationships. K’zaagin 
is not about making yourself the main idea, it’s about ac- 
knowledging other peoples’ kindness, courage, and place in 
your life. It’s about respecting the people around you and 
committing to a deep truth. 


This is what I know about love, and I hope you know a bit 
about it now, too. 


kj eq o œ 
isakihitin 

by Miyáwata Dion Stout 
kisakihitin means I love you. 
In our communities, Love is mothers and fathers 
And sisters and brothers 
Love is everyone around us 
Love has no gender 
Love is in our music, and the way we dance 
Love is in our stories, and when we pick the cedar 
Love is in our hands when we help each other 
It’s in our arms when we support one another 
And in our food when we eat together 
We are Plains Cree 
We are Indigenous 
We have to love each other 
Nisakihison 


We have to love ourselves 


Photography by Laura Western 
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Love Letters 
by the Students of Kelvin High School 


To the Spiral of Time, 

It’s about this time every year you stick in my mind 

like the maple that drips from the trees in my favourite city 
You're beautiful 

I know that's not what's typically said 

But I can't help it 

Picturing you in the fall light 


that seeps through my windows around five. Or that night 
spent on the floor. 


Falling, but never far enough when you've already hit the 
ground floor. 


Tracing letters not to be said aloud on the back of your 
neck. 


I try to leave these thoughts at the back of my head but 


sometimes they push through like your voice upon a demand 
to be heard. 


I hear you every time I speak, I promise, and I hear the 
words you don't. 


They echo in my head in a way I didn't think words could, 
but in a way I always think they should. 


You're the master of things I couldn't dream to achieve. But 
I will try. 


Giving up would be a betrayal of the person you know me 
as. 


I drove by your house tonight, hoping maybe I'd see you 
there 


It's not the first time I've done this, taken the long way home 


Pm pathetically tearing up to Taylor Swift lyrics as I make 
the turn at the end of your street to head home 


It’s the last day of summer, and you're still all I think about 


The flowers you gave me 


Wilted 

The day you left me with no explanation 
They went brown 

Titled upside-down 

And you 


Turned around 
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i think i'm in love with my internet best friend. 
i probably shouldn't have trusted her so easily. 
in person i'm hesitant and i don't like to open up about real things, but for some reason i trusted her from the start. 


maybe it’s because she’s the first person гуе ever met who gets me like that. who follows the same obscure “influencers” who 
aren't really influencing anyone but the two of us, who watches the same old shows and cares about the same niche causes, 
who laughs at my jokes that no one around me ever gets, who cries at the same non-sob stories as 1 do. 


we live on opposite sides of the continent and i don’t think "ve ever seen two people who present themselves so differently, 
but the tiktok algorithm thinks мете the same person, can 1 make that count for something? 


гт not even sure what it is that im afraid of. 


that she won't feel the same? no, 1 never thought she did, гуе learned to never get my hopes up. that she’s a different person 
in “real” life than on facetime? that she’s some pathological liar or i'm only seeing what 1 want to? it doesn't feel like that. 


my friends tell me that i should just tell her, but i don't think that would help. the border's closed and it would be morally 


wrong and dangerous to travel anyway; so even if she confessed her undying love for me right back, it’s not like 1 could see 
her. 


i daydream about the day we’ll meet, and honestly 1 don't care if it’s as friends or lovers. 1 just want to be around her. 


When I first saw you I was too young to say anything. I hid 
my crush and tried to ignore any feelings I had for you. 


You moved on and got a life of your own but all day long 
all I can think about is you. 


Your picture is my screensaver and wallpaper, all I want to 
do is stare into your beautiful eyes. 


Everywhere I go I keep looking for your face. With every 
movie I watch I can only think of you. 


You are a sweet guy who has found an amazing girl, and 
you guys deserve the world, but I can't help loving you. 


I know you will never know who I am but I won't stop 
thinking about you. 


When I was younger, every time I would watch a coming- 
of-age movie I dreamt about how great my life would be 
when I got to high school. I expected it to be exactly like 
these movies. At 2 months until 17, I would've thought 
that by now Pd be on my third boyfriend. Slowly as time 
went by I hoped more and more that I would be living 
that reality; I would've fallen in love with a boy I met ata 
vintage store, and he’d throw rocks at my window at 2am 
and we'd have a special story to tell. 
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I Wish I Could Tell You 
We pass in the hall, we exchange a glance 
Our eyes meet for a minute but we're too far to advance 


As we take our seats twice for that day, it feels too short and 
I wish you could stay 


We pack up our things and head for the door, and here right 
now, our eyes meet for once more 


As we step into the bustling halls of our school, 
You duck behind people and you're out of view 
‘Too many steps and too little time 

I wish I could tell you that one simple line 


Your brown hair and brown eyes, your quiet side, all things 
that I love and you don't try to hide 


Га give you the world, you'll see and we’d grow 
This is a fact and one that I know 


Holding your hand as we walk down the path, of a mountain 
or river and this makes you laugh 


That sweet undertone of humour and joy 
It’s really what makes you my favourite boy 
Your personality and looks are a plus 

This I will tell you, I know that I must 


Your hands that look as if groomed by the ages, they just will 
not fade from my mind as it races 


Finding the courage to say Hi is enough, to stir up the 
butterflies that live in my gut 


You really are something, it really is true 
I could go on forever but that's why it’s you 


It’s you that brings joy to my day, 


It”s you that brings a smile onto my face 

It’s you, you're the reason for me to laugh 
And it's you that makes me wish to go back 
Back to the times where we worked in a pair 
Our notes on the table, our backs to a chair 


Where we sat and spoke about things that we learned, and 
yes it was nothing, but to me it meant more 


Every moment we share I treasure and think 

I wonder if he cares or if you just blink 

And gone like that is another day spent 

Where thoughts of you live in my mind without rent 
If only I told you, if only we spoke 

It”s moments like these that make me choke 

I choke on the words that stay in my head 


“T like you a lot” words heavy like lead 
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Dear Fin, 


It has now been two weeks since you moved back to Maine for the Winter. It is still sunny here, but the leaves are starting to 
fall and turn marvellous colours. They remind me of your dancing as they sway through the autumn breeze. How was the 
train ride home? Did you and your family enjoy the going-away apple pie I made you? Yesterday, I found one of your shirts 
left behind in the backyard (it was that blue one you like so very much). I hope to be able to give it back to you if you return 
next summer. I picked up a new hobby of sewing while you've been away, and so far, Pve hemmed quite a few pairs of pants 
and three shirts. T'he neighbourhood feels so empty with you not around to bring joy to the air, and my smile has been fading 
with you gone. I miss the smell of your damp hair after returning from a day at the lake, and the slight sunburn on your nose. 
I wish never to be another day apart; please return next summer, for my heart is dull without you. 


Sincerely, 


Isabella 


Dear Lover, 

Months without you and I can feel you rolling out of bed sooner in the morning, and climbing into it later in the night. 
You call me fewer times during the day, and for shorter periods at a time. 

I no longer see you in the corner of my eye every time a door opens, and your scent on my clothing has faded. 

Your picture on my bedside table has been on the floor for 2 days. 

The office’s colour has returned, and apparently, so has everyone’s humour. 

I can't say work is any less mundane, but it feels like work rather than some crap that's keeping you from me. 


I know you're disappointed that my yearning isn’t what it was. Perhaps to you this means that I have come to like where I am 
more than where I could be with you. Perhaps to you this means that our love is threatened. 


But every night when the lights go out, you come into the room and climb in my dreams. 
And the colour is galactical, the language is infinity, the music 15 beyond comprehension in the deepest caverns of my heart. 
Yours, 


Anonymous 
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02/07/21 
Dear Kelvin, 


This year was supposed to be my senior year of basketball. 
However, with the COVID-19 pandemic all sports were 
canceled and the hopes for another memorable season were 
scrapped. But instead of writing about a season that would 
have been great, Pve decided to tell you a short story about 
the past three amazing seasons of basketball that I had the 
opportunity to experience. 


Around this time of year, normally the girls basketball team 
would be in Brandon competing in the Java Jam tournament. 
The overnight tournament captures an opportunity that 
allows for players to bond with each other and become closer 
teammates. Basketball generates the role of being a part of 
a team, one that connects students to a variety of people - 
teachers who ask about games from the prior night, coaches 
that push you past your limits, students from different grades 
who you might not usually encounter, ultimately building a 
community. 


Every year, coaches challenge the individual players and the 
team as a whole, finding our strengths and weaknesses and 
build on them. On game day, there's a special feeling in the 
locker room when we blast music and get hyped, giving you 
so much energy that makes the thrill of scoring a basket even 
better. Especially when the bench and parents in the crowd 
are cheering so loud. 


Then there's the annual staff vs senior students game where 
the students always crush the staff. But it’s always fun to see 
teachers and students interacting outside of the classroom. 


Although I didn’t get to participate in sports this year, thank 
you Kelvin for all of the great memories from the past three 
years! 


I hope the future Kelvinites will have the opportunity to live 
the high of school sports like I did with basketball. 


Love, 


Anonymous 


Silent stun, streaking through her weary eyes 
That wonderful winter night is gone 

Striding rain, marching through the splitting skies 
Not a hug, a kiss, or a love song 

brave knights charging to their demise 

A long last wish will undo his wrong 

Smite of fates are crucial to their rise 

A “no” most certainly change the tone 

A lucky few will snatch the grand prize 
Others will faithfully shatter in their cries 
Their day is ruined and running out of time 
The faint hope of one last brave shine 

But how will this tragedy even rhyme? 


That’s for the critics; Happy Valentine’s. 


Dear love, 


At last, our first Valentine’s Day!!! On this special occasion, 
I just want to let you know through words the things that 
you make me feel everyday, yet I don’t express so often. 
With you, every conversation, every laugh, every emotion, 
has felt so genuine from the start; so loving, so real, that I 
couldn’t stop myself from falling deeply in love with you. 
Thank you for making time for us, even when you don’t 
have time for yourself. Thank you as well for giving me 
attention, memories, trust, sympathy, honesty and love; 
things I only thought my “dream guy” would possess, 
made up from the checklist every girl makes when they're 
young. I am lucky to say that the dream came true for me. 
I'm very grateful to be able to share my life with you; an 
incredible human being that I'm so lucky to be able to call 
mine. 


Happy Valentine's Day, honey <3 
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To the people who deem themselves “in love”, and the 
people who are looking for it, I often wonder why love 
is such a big deal, after all it’s only four letters. L-O-V-E. 
I guess some people might say I’m just being skeptical, 
or that I haven't met someone perfect yet, but I think it 
comes down to a series of unplanned moments. 


This brings me to my first question for those of you who 
can answer, how did you know that you were in love? Was 
it quick and easy like falling behind in pre-calculus? Or 
was it a slow burn like in a boring movie that surprises you 
in the end..? Did you seek love out, or was it unexpected, 
something out of a Hallmark romance? And what gave 
it away? Okay, a lot of questions, I know, but think about 
all the little things that led up to the moment you realized 
it... Considering I will have to wait for your reply, I 
assume maybe it was the smile that wouldn't leave your 
face, or the "looking for them in the crowd” ... Maybe 
even waking up to a text they sent, or going on a drive 
together... it's different for everyone. Pm sure you have 
some of the moments playing in your head right now, but 
how can you be sure 1t's love? 


Such trust in the process of falling for another person 
scares many people, so how do you do it? I have watched 
several friends go through relationships, some good, some 
bad, but the words “I love you” were either simply a 
phrase, or disregarded as a false label. In fact, most adults 
repeatedly say that in high school you are “too young” 
to be in love. We are supposedly “impulsive, naive, and 
too quick” when jumping into relationships...but isn’t that 
how it’s supposed to be? Now don't get me wrong, I am 
NOT saying that you should get married to your high 
school boyfriend. No, don't do that. In fact, I encourage 
you to do the opposite, each person should experience 
falling in and out of love many times. 


And before you start feeling sad that you don't have a 
*Valentine” this year, think about this. There are millions 
of people you'll get to meet throughout your life, so if you 
need to laugh in the face of cupid and say, “Screw you 
Valentine's day!” this year, go right ahead. And remember, 
don't 


worry about planning for love or seeking it out, because 
it's not called falling in love for no reason. 


Yours truly, 


V 


I know what it feels like to be hurt, and I know what it 
feels like to be loved, and I know what it feels like to be 
two things at the same time, yet I still want you. I learned 
from math that an asymptote is something that always 
approaches something but never reaches it, but I will go 
to infinity to just have a chance to be with you. I learned 
in science that there's only 1 way out of a million for 2 
atoms to bond, but Га break every atom apart just to find 
the pieces to get to you. I learned from english class that 
love is a 2 sided coin, but I believe it’s actually a 100 sided 
die; you can never guess what is going to happen, there 
are so many ways to lose, and only | way to win. You 
bet you'll see me rolling through day and night just to get 
the number that leads to you. There are so many ways 
to lose, so why do I keep on with this gamble? Well, for 
the same reason one buys a lottery ticket; I feel like the 
almost guaranteed chance of me losing is worth it for the 
infinitely small chance of winning the ultimate prize; you. 
And the most important thing I learned didn’t come from 
school. It came from you. 


You taught me that you were worth it. 


That I need you. 


- Anonymous 


To Kelvin, With Love 


I. 
So there she goes, walking by me 

With the cadence of an angel; 
If my heart and its woes, aching, 

Were to stop, I should be happy 
Masking my feelings forever. 

Those eyes which she swears are boring, I could 
Possibly get lost in them Forever. 

I find intelligence, beauty, endless happiness. 
And spend my days waiting for Her; 
Too caught up in Her to ask her. 
II. 
Maybe had I talked to her, 

Opened up my bag of goods 
She'll realize that we’re similar. 

That we shouldn’t stop us, from us 
And the ever-present present. 

So I shoot my shot. 
The boys say I'm crazy, I'm Blind 

But it’s the uncomfort that-- 
With a inescapable blush, 


A pause, a breath. I like you too. 


Daydreaming about a future with you 
Imagining a life where you love me 
And I love you, coming home to my 


Boo. 


Back to real life; I do not have the key. 
Talking to you in class and hiding the truth. 


The world I dream about just sitting right there. 


Long walks on the beach and sipping vermouth 
Lying in the sand, running my hand through 


Your hair 


And I start crying because it isn’t real 
All the guys say, “lock up those emotions 
And try not to feel” 


I remind myself of this when it starts hurting 


Damn these emotions, I should really start purging 


- Anonymous 


You stopped texting me once you got a new girl. 
Can I take that to mean 

That even though you never openly considered me 
A real candidate for a lover 


You at least thought I was a substitute for one? 


To Kelvin, With Love 


Context 

Life would've been better if you were there by my side. 
Turns out life cannot always go by my time. 

What life would be with you, I wonder? 

The thought of you only makes me 

Want to know what could have 

Happened before we went under. 

The world is a place with a girl I once 

Loved, but before I leave the thought of her 

Name, [Il say it just once more. 

As time passes by, I hope to rearrange our ties 

I do not want to hold myself back by these lies 
Today was something else, to keep it blunt, 

For the girl I like has developed feelings for 
Someone else. It is time to take it easy now 

Maybe another time she will accept my vow. 

You have me working overtime, thinking 

Of ways to get closer, despite being third in line. 
Friendship is fine but I planned for more, I suppose 
Our story is not forevermore. 

Looking to the sky, I can see 

That the stars have aligned in a way where you and I 
Do not shine. 

Nothing in common besides the feeling of rejection 
All you have done is make me feel like a villain 

Too bad you chose not to be mine, even though 

T have put up all of these signs. 

The thought of you makes me ache 

I wish I could go back and do a double-take 


Being friends is better than nothing, but I just wish we 
could be 


Something. 

Maybe one day there will be that 
One girl who makes me happy 
The same way 

What am I even saying? 

It’s only been 7 days! 

Pm going to take it easy for now. 
Maybe something will happen by 
The end of the month. 


Rejection is my only protection 
From the pain she gives me 
I do not suit you, and you suit me 


That is something I can now see 


I have been rejected more times than numbers 


And it has not gotten better 
Torturing myself just to be with you 
Just so one day I can call you 

My boo. 


- Adonis Oscena 


Me, a moth 

A moth with its fatal attraction to light. 
The flicker of your candle 

Is so mesmerizing. 

But I am scared I will burn. 


- A secret admirer 


To Kelvin, With Love 


to т, 


i don't think гт very good at love letters. all i know is that i like 
the way the world seems when 1'm with you. i know that from 
the moment i met you 1 knew you were special. 1 know that you 
make me ineffably happy. i know that you make me feel like 
that one Mazzy Star song i always listen to when i drive home 
from your house. 1 know that part of me has faded into you 
and you to me. 1 know i hate the way 1 don’t hate you, not even 
close, not even a little bit, not even at all. i know that i love 
you more than 1 have ever loved anything. this 15 wonderfully 
frightening but honest and true. what i don't know is how you 
got to be so damn precious. i also don’t know if гт any good 
at love letters but 1 don't really care. 


love, 


your not so secret admirer 


It’s 4am, I’ve been trying to fall asleep for hours but every time 
I close my eyes I only think about him, how much I miss him, 
and how Pd do anything to see him 


It's been months, and it's only getting colder from here 
I miss July 
July was romantic and hopeful and exciting 


I wonder if he remembers the details I do, remembers what 
he used to say to make me laugh, remembers the night of my 
birthday, or the reasons why he couldn't stay 


I wish I could tell you the exact reason why it didn't work out 
but Pm not sure I can 


He never really told me why 


to the 


ones that tower over my head 


and watch over me so fittingly 


even the remarks that make fun of 
my weakness for curly brown hair 
never cease to stir up a laugh 


(but 1 prefer the onesabout joey and v's bad taste the 
most) 


my keurig and the queen: 
let's stay dreaming 


1t brings us closer to living 


world travels and infinite smiles 
the world isn't ready for 
two virgos and a taurus 


- 1 finished my bio test, walk? 


To Kelvin, With Love 


Let it Die, or Let it Grow? 


You enter my life time and time again, Flower; its seeds burrow under 

Always charismatic, always golden. Thick winter snow, until springtime 

At least that's what my mind leads me to believe. Arrives and it cannot help but 

After all, I wear my heart on my sleeve. Blume, as if it follows a manual. 

When I say you, I mean you two; When your heart is split in more ways than one, 
Unaware of the other yet You wonder if you could stop orbiting their sun. 

So certain that the hypotheticals If your heart could ever just be your own; 

Have substance; are, in some ways, true. No name tag attached, no reaping, none sown. 

His gold is fading, in more ways than one, For the circulatory system that supplies our hearts 
But this record has been broken since "18. Run races and feel loss, yet functions all the same. 
Why cannot I be rid of you and your If our arteries and veins can maintain their composure, 
Wound opening, soul burning, dream fizzling sun? Despite the words and feelings that tear them apart, 


Do we not owe it to them to pursue what we claim? 
His best friend is one and the same, Do we not owe 1t to ourselves to bite down and get closure? 
But replace passion with comfort, 
And substitute lust with belly laughs. То those who love as deeply as I do: 
His grin ignites fires I cannot tame. I warn you not to pick flowers of sentiment 
You will mistake the hidden memories for comfort 
Every glance invites you to fall further; And pretend the aches and heartbreaks are the ghosts 


Every walk travels back to October; instead. 


í ; “ > Chase the wave if you understand 
But every silence hits the “restart”; 


EE EN heat That if you slip, the water will not break your fall. 


It is up to you to go to the beach and move beyond what you 
swam through. 


These two strands of love weave in and 
Around like a lifeline that could But never forget, as you become Venus in the orbit of 
Paint the stars and clouds of dreams or planets, 


Let go of your blue, flailing hand. That even if you circle the sun, you are not its servant. 
The sun is the star, but you too are bright 

One is a fiery ache, desperate to Only second to the moon, your soul at new heights. 

Know if its blaze will meet a match, or if 

Its flames should tire and allow the sole Never forget the way in which you glow 

Flickering spark to ignite somewhere new. If one tries to dim you, 


The other is an annual It is time to go. 


Editors: 


Martina Barclay 


Who are we? 

A student-led publication driven by students that 
love to create. We typically publish 3-4 issues per 
school year that feature a wide range of submissions, 
from love letters to a recap of the school's Football 
season; messages from student council and articles 
on global warming and politics. We are an inclusive 
and safe environment that strives to promote self- 
expression and bring the Kelvin community together, 
especially in this COVID climate. 


Kelvin's student-run newspaper 


Why join? 

The Paperclip gives you an opportunity to 
share your creative mind with others and to 
be involved with different aspects of the 
Kelvin community. We know with the 
COVID restrictions a lot of school activities 
have been cancelled so we want the 
Paperclip to be a place for anyone to come 
and take a break from the weird world 
we're living in. There's something for 
everyone here! 


Previous Submission Titles 
Our Greatest Love Stories 


Submit any original works: 
articles, essays, poetry, 
short stories/prose, artwork, 
comics ete. 


XC: Potlucks Make Up For the Pain 

The 2010s: A Decade in Review 
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instagram: kelvinpaperclip 


How to Join: 

1. Send us an email and tell us about 
yourself! We'll add you to the email list 
where all information regarding 
submissions can be found 

2.Get writing! (or painting, drawing, 
whatever makes your heart sing) 

3. Watch out for submission /edit 
deadlines and any other information 
that might come out 


Grade 10/11's: 

We are looking for people to take over the paper 
next year as editors, as all of the editors will be 
graduating this year. 

Being an editor is a great CAS activity for IB 
students/anyone looking for leadership 
experience! 
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